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To hear the lark begin his flight,
And, singing, startle the dull night,
From his watch-tower in the sides.
Till the dappled dawn doth rise;
Then to come, in spite of sorrow,
And at my window bid good-morrow,
Through the sweet-brier or the vine,
Or the twisted eglantine;
While the cock, with lively din,
Scatters the rear of darkness thin;
And to the stack3 or the barn-door.
Stoutly struts his dames before:
Oft list'ning how the hounds and horn
Gheerly rouse the slumb'ring morn,
From the side of some hoar hill,
Through the high wood echoing shrill:
Sometime walking, not unseen,
By hedgerow elms, on hillocks green,
Right against the eastern gate,
Where the great Sun begins his state,
Robed in flames and amber light,
The clouds in thousand liveries dight;
While the ploughman, near at hand,
Whistles o'er the furrow*d land,
And the milkmaid singeth blithe,
And the mower wrhets his scythe,
And every shepherd tells his tale
Under the hawthorn in the dale.
Straight mine eye hath caught new pleasures,
Whilst the landskip round it measures:
Russet lawns, and fallows grey.
Where the nibbling flocks do stray;
Mountains on whose barren breast
The labouring clouds do often rest;